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Dine  and  Dance 

every  evening  from  6 to  9 o’clock  in 

The  Silver  Bar 

“Off  the  Campus  Rendezvous 
for  Lehigh  men ” 

Hotel  Bethlehem 

Bethlehem,  Pa. 

Dinner  $1.00  - $1.25  No  Cover  or  minimum  chaw 


Special  Dances 


Wednesday,  9 to  2 


Minimum  Check  $1.50  per  p is' 


Saturday  9 to  1 2 


Admission  $1.10  per  couple 


There  is  no  substitute  for  quality  at  the  Hotel  Bethlehem 
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MORRIS  G.  SNYDER 

Distinctive 

Merchant 

Tailoring 

BROAD  and  NEW  STREETS 
BETHLEHEM,  PA. 

Phone  66 


Hail  Lehigh 

We  invite  you  to  make 
yourself  at  home  in 
our  stores  . . . Today 
as  a college  man  and 
tomorrow  as  a profes- 
sional man. 

EDWIN  H.  YOUNG 

Drug  Stores,  Inc. 

BROAD  and  MAIN  STREETS 
310  WEST  BROAD  STREET 

WEST  4th  STREET  and  BROADWAY 

“ It’s  a pleasure  to  bug 
at  Young’s” 


New  Way  System 
Laundry 

Special  Prices  for  Student 
Personal  Bundle 
PHONE  for  REPRESENTATIVE 

BETHLEHEM  70 

Thirteenth  and  Union  Blvd. 


TO  THE  FRESHMAN 
F stands  for  the  foolish  things 
They  do  without  regretting — 

R stands  for  the  rules  they  learn 
And  spend  their  time  forgetting; 
E means  every  one  of  them 
All  the  motley  crew — 

S stands  for  the  Social  Stuff 
They  all  aspire  to — 

H is  for  the  hirns  and  hers 

They  know  and  whom  they’ve 
met — 

M is  for  the  men  and  men 

The  girls  come  here  to  get — 

E means  empty  headedness, 

Which  all  of  them  evince — 

N stands  for  “Nerts”  to  them  until 
They  learn  some  sense. 


Why,  Grandmother ! 

Grandmother  was  a diabetic  pa- 
tient, and,  although  put  on  a strict 
diet,  she  would  not  play  the  game, 
and  was  “cheating”  all  the  time. 
After  numerous  violations,  she  was 
sent  to  the  hospital. 

Owing  to  the  crowded  condition 
of  the  hospital,  the  only  available 
room  was  in  the  Maternity  Ward. 
After  she  had  been  there  a few  days, 
her  little  granddaughter  paid  her  a 
visit  and  was  lolling  in  front  of  the 
door  of  her  grandmother’s  room 
when  some  visitors  walked  past. 

“What  are  you  doing  here,  little 
girl  ?” 

“I ’in  visiting  my  grandmother.” 

“Grandmother!”  said  one  of  the 
visitors  in  astonishment.  “What  is 
doing  here?” 

“Oh,”  said  the  youngster,  “she’s 
been  cheating  again.” 


Making  the  Grade 
I think  that  I shall  never  see 
A “D”  as  lovely  as  a “B”-^ 

A “B”  whose  rounded  form  is  pressed 
Upon  the  records  of  the  blessed. 
A “D”  comes  easily — and  yet, 

It  isn’t  easy  to  forget: 

“D’s”  are  made  by  fools  like  me. 
But  only  God  could  make  a “B.” 


PURITY 

MEAT  MARKET 


We  ('ater  to  Fraternities 


The 

Menne  Printery 

"07  W.  FOURTH  STREET 
BETHLEHEM,  PA. 

PHONE  3431 

Letterheads  — Envelopes 
Social  Printing  — Cards,  etc. 

Ask  for  the 
Menne  Thermography 


Lehigh 

University 

Offers  Four-year  Courses  in 

Arts  and  Science 
Business  Administration 
Chemistry 

Chemical  Engineering 
Civil  Engineering 
Electrical  Engineering 
Engineering  Physics 
Industrial  Engineering 
Mechanical  Engineering 
Metallurgical  Engineering 
Mining  Engineering 

for  information  address 

G.  B.  CURTIS,  Registrar 
Lehigh  University 
Bethlehem,  Pa. 
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The  Lehigh  Burr 


Little  Miss  Muffett  decided  to  rough  it 
In  a cabin  quite  old  and  medieval; 

A rounder  espied  her  and  plied  her  with  cider 
And  now  she’s  the  forest’s  prime  evil. 

“Darling,  you’re  all  the  world  to  me.” 

“Well,  that’s  no  sign  you’re  going  to  make  any  Cook’s 
tour  tonight.” 

The  following  correction  appeared  in  a provincial 
paper:  “Our  paper  stated  last  week  that  Mr.  John  Doe 
is  a defective  in  the  police  force.  This  was  a typograph- 
ical error.  Mr.  Doe  is  really  a detective  in  the  police 
farce.” 


“I’m  sorry,”  said  the  girl  at  the  theater  ticket  booth, 
“but  that  two-dollar  bill  is  counterfeit.” 

Stunned,  the  woman  stood  motionless. 

“My  God!”  she  whispered,  “I’ve  been  seduced.” 


Patron — “Waiter,  there’s  a fly  in  my  soup.” 

Waiter — “Waddava  want  me  to  do — put  a zipper 
on  it?” 


“My  son’s  home  from  college.” 

“How  do  you  know?” 

“I  haven’t  had  a letter  from  him  for  three  weeks.” 


Molly  came  home  from  her  first  visit  to  Sunday 
School  carrying  a small  bag  of  chocolates. 

“Why,  Molly,  where  did  you  get  the  chocolates?” 
asked  her  mother.  Molly  looked  up  in  surprise. 

“I  bought  them  with  the  nickel  you  gave  me,”  she 
said.  “The  minister  met  me  at  the  door  and  got  me  in 
for  nothing.” 


Phone  CLINTON  15 

CLINTON  HOUSE 

Eugene  De  Cleene 
CLINTON,  N.  J. 

Between  Somerville  On  State  Route  28 
and  Easton  U.  S.  22 

“Renowned  for  Good  Food” 

ROOMS  WITH  BATH 


OUR  ADVERTISERS 


Allen  Laundry 
Arbogast  & Bastian  Co. 
Bricker’s  Bread 
Chesterfield 
Clinton  House 
Edgeworth  Tobacco 
Electric  Laundry 
First  National  Bank 
Hotel  Bethlehem 
Hafner  Meat  Co. 

Koch  Bros. 

Lehigh  Stationery  Co. 
Lehigh  University 
Lucky  Strike 
Menne  Printery 
Mowrer’s  Dairy 
New  Way  Laundry 
Purity  Meat  Market 
Prince  Albert 
Raleigh  Tobacco 
Rau  & Arnold 
Reber-Korn  Co. 

Remington 

Sanders-Reinhardt  Co.,  Inc. 
M.  G.  Snyder 
J.  A.  Trimble 
Wilbur  Trust  Co. 

Young’s  Drug  Stores 
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H er — “Oh  yes,  I’ve  been  married  for  the  best  part 
of  a year.’’ 

She — “But  I thought  you  were  married  only  about 
ten  days  ago.” 

Her — “Yes.” 

• 

“Help  your  wife,”  says  Good  Housekeeping,  “when 
she  mops  the  floor,  mop  up  the  floor  with  her.” 

“That  car  over  there  is  a business  coupe.  No  it  isn’t, 
it  has  a rumble  seat.” 

“Well—” 

Proud  Mother — “Yes,  lie’s  a year  old  now,  and  lie’s 
been  walking  since  he  was  eight  months.” 

Bored  Visitor — “Reallv?  He  must  be  awfully  tired.” 


Jawn  Hawvard  bad  two  engineers 
Beseiging  some  involute  gears ; 

The  longer  they  battled, 

The  more  they  got  rattled, 

’Til  they  classically  chanted  “Oh,  Spheres!” 


“Mr.  Jones  left  his  umbrella  again.  I do  believe  he’d 
lose  his  head  if  it  were  loose.” 

“1  dare  say  you’re  right.  I head  him  say  only  yes- 
terday that  he  was  going  to  Colorado  for  his  lungs.” 

American  (in  English  restaurant  to  waitress) — 
“What  have  you  today?” 

W aitress — “We  have  roast  beef,  rabbit,  rutabagas, 
rice,  and  Spanish  bread.” 

American — “You  certainly  roll  your  r’s.” 

Waitress — “Maybe  it’s  these  high  heels  I’m  wearing.” 


SONG  TEST 

Lady  (to  seller  of  sheet  music) — “Do  you  have  a 
piece  called  ‘Sympathy’?” 

Salesman — “No,  but  we  have  a piece,  ‘Under  the  Old 
Apple  Tree’.” 

Lady — -“I’ve  got  a piece  ‘Under  the  Old  Apple  Tree.’ 
I want  ‘Sympathy’  now.” 


We  were  returning  to  our  hotel  after  a strenuous 
big-game  celebration.  I pulled  over  to  the  curb  and  said 
to  Erank:  “I  can  only  last  about  two  more  blocks.  How 
about  you?” 

“1  think  I can  hold  out  for  four,”  he  replied. 

So  I moved  over  and  let  him  drive.  How  we  did  it, 
I can’t  sav,  but  we  arrived  at  the  hotel  ().  K.  We  went 
up  to  our  room  and  turned  in.  About  two  hours  later  I 
opened  my  eyes  to  find  several  uniformed  attendants 
working  over  me. 

“What’s  the  matter?”  I asked. 

“Wake  up!”  one  of  them  yelled.  “The  manager  wants 
you  to  drive  that  damned  car  out  of  the  lobby.” 


Prof. — -“I  shall  not  keep  the  class  any  longer  this 
afternoon.  You  may  all  leave  now.” 

Frosh — “But  I don’t  want  to  leave  for  home.  There’s 
a new  baby  just  come  to  our  house.” 

Prof. — “A  little  baby — you  should  be  happy.” 

Frosh — “I’m  not  happy — Pa’ll  blame  me — he  blames 
me  for  everything.” 


He  had  been  hired  to  clean  the  lion’s  cage  and  he 
didn’t  like  the  job  one  bit. 

“What  shall  I do,”  he  inquired  of  the  keeper,  “if 
the  lion  rushes  at  me?” 

“He  won’t,”  replied  the  keeper  stolidly. 

“But  suppose  he  does?”  (The  fellow  was  persistent.) 

“Throw  something  at  him,”  said  the  keeper  quite  in- 
differently. 

“But  there’s  nothing  in  the  cage  to  throw,”  persisted 
the  cage-cleaner. 

The  keeper  was  becoming  annoyed.  He  looked  the 
fellow  up  and  down  for  a moment,  and  then  delivered 
himself:  “If  the  lion  rushes  at  you — there  will  be,”  he 
said  and  on  that  departed. 


ON  THE  ROCKS 

First  Jail  Bird — “What  are  you  in  for?” 

Second  Jail  Bird — “Rocking  my  wife  to  sleep.” 
First  Same — “But  they  can’t  put  you  in  here  for 
that.” 

Second  Ditto — “But  you  ain’t  seen  the  size  of  them 
rocks.” 

Beginner  (who  had  never  fished  before) — “Oh,  I’ve 
got  a bite.  Now  what  do  I do?” 

Fisherman — “Reel  in  your  line.” 

Beginner- — “I’ve  done  that,  the  fish  is  tight  against 
the  end  of  the  pole.  Now  what  do  I do?” 

Fisherman  (disgusted) — “Climb  up  the  rod  and 
stab  it!” 
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The  Lehigh  Burr 


"THE  FLAVOR  OF  EDGEWORTH 
IS  THE  REASON  I SMOKE  A PIPE... 
IT’S  THE  ONLY  MILD  PIPE  TOBACCO 
I KNOW  WITH  THE  RICH  TOBACCO 


MORE  SMOKING  HOURS  PER  TIN 

Edgeworth  Smoking  Tobacco  is  made  and  guaran- 
teed by  Larus  & Bro.  Co.,  Richmond,  Va.,  and  is 
sold  in  all  sizes  from  the  15  cent  pocket  package  to 
the  pound  humidor  tin.  Several  sizes  are  put  up 
in  vacuum  packed  tins  in  which  factory  flavor  and 
freshness  are  retained  in  any  climate. 


FLAVOR  I LIKE" 


ATTENTION  FROSH! 


CAN  YOU  DRAW? 


CAN  YOU  WRITE? 


Little  Boy  Green 
Come  play  your  kazoo 
The  purple  cow  I just  seen 
Said,  “11  oxo  are  you?” 


CAN  YOU  SELL  ADS? 


QUICK  HENRY 
THE  FLIT! 

Advt. 


If  so,  get  in  touch  with  the  respective 
offices  of  the  Burr 


SIX 


The  Lehigh  Burr 


Senior  Senility 

A Lehigh  senior  was  taken  to  a 
party  hy  a Lehigh  junior  during  the 
summer  months.  It  was  a terrifically 
hot  night  and  the  junior,  who  had  a 
car,  took  the  hostess  for  a ride.  The 
hostess’  younger  sister  took  it  upon 
herself  to  entertain  the  senior.  So 
they  both  played  a game.  There  are 
games  and  games  to  be  played  at 
parties.  But  imagine  the  junior’s 
surprise  when  he  returned  to  find  our 
senior  b u s i 1 v engaged  playing 
“Jacks.”  . . . Page  John  II.  Tunis. 


Philanderer’s  Phutility 

Old  Man  Marks  was  considered 
to  he  quite  the  card  around  the  old 
village  and  was  liked  hy  everyone. 
He,  in  turn,  liked  all  the  villagers 
hut  the  wealthy  Jake  Horm,  whom 
he  despised  bitterly,  and  by  whom 
lie  was  equally  hated.  It  seems  that 
Jake  was  somewhat  of  a philander- 
er, and  although  his  escapades  oc- 
casionally caught  up  with  him,  he 


could  always  buy  his  way  out.  It  was 
for  this  reason  that  the  less  fortun- 
ate Marks  disliked  him.  However 
came  the  day  when  Jake  did  pass 
away,  and  ironically  enough,  one  of 
the  pallbearers  was  Marks.  As  they 
lowered  the  ex-philanderer  into  his 
last  resting  place  followed  subse- 
quently by  the  concrete  lid.  Old  Man 
Marks  was  heard  to  remark,  “There, 
you  damned  old  hypocrite,  let’s  see 
you  buy  your  way  out  of  that.” 


Chronological  Error 

They  tell  the  story  of  a young 
man,  about  to  enter  Lehigh,  on  his 
eighteenth  birthday.  During  the 
course  of  a dinner  given  in  his  hon- 
or, his  younger  brother  was  asked 
to  speak.  The  latter,  age  fifteen,  did 
very  well  until  interrupted  hy  an 
outburst  of  hilarity  when  he  re- 
marked, “I  guess  lie’s  a pretty  good 
guy,  I’ve  known  him  now  for  eigh- 
teen years.” 


Marxian  Maniac 

During  the  summer  we  attended  a 
play  presented  by  a Communist  or- 
ganization. After  the  first  two  acts, 
an  intermission  period  was  an- 
nounced. Several  comrades  left  their 
seats  to  inhale  capitalistic-made  cig- 
arettes. The  intermission  over,  the 
enemies  of  labor  exploitation  return- 
ed to  their  seats.  Suddenly  we  no- 
ticed an  argument  going  on  behind 
us.  It  seems  that  one  of  the  Marx- 
ists, in  good  old  bourgeois  fashion, 
had  swiped  the  seat  of  one  of  the 
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comrades  during  the  intermission. 
Some  very  forceful  verbage  followed 
which  was  climaxed  with : 

“Yell ; I suppose  you  think  you’re 
a proletarian.” 

“No.  I’m  a proletariat.” 

It  was  Walt  Whitman,  we  believe, 
who  said,  “I  contain  multitudes.” 

Satisfaction  Guaranteed 

Perhaps  we  should  put  this  in  the 
‘Bright  Sayings  of  Children’  column, 
but  as  you  will  read  neither  it  will 
do  just  as  well  right  here.  It  seems 
that  young  Mary,  aged  seven,  be- 
came displeased  with  the  world  in 
general  and  the  conduct  or  attitude 
of  her  mother  in  particular.  To 
demonstrate  beyond  question  the  ex- 
tent of  her  feeling  she,  among  other 
things,  threw  her  hat  upon  the  floor. 
Her  mother,  even  more  displeased, 
commanded  the  upstart  to  pick  up 


the  headpiece  and  bring  it  to  moth- 
er. After  several  commands  and  nu- 
merous threats  the  youngster  did  her 
mother’s  bidding  and  remarked, 
“There,  I hope  you’re  satisfied !” 


Keep  Kools 

To  get  in  training  for  the  tidal 
wave  which  some  prognosticators  say 
is  going  to  sweep  over  New  York,  a 
few  Lehigh  students  spent  part  of 
the  summer  at  the  seashore.  They 
had  a bungalow  in  which  they  did 
their  own  cooking.  Everything  ran 
smoothly  until  one  of  them  noticed 
a package  of  cigarettes  on  top  of  the 
ice  in  the  icebox.  “What  the  hell  do 
you  call  this?”  he  expostulated.  An- 
other student  came  running  into  the 
kitchen.  “Oh,”  he  said,  “those  cig- 
arettes are  mine.  They’re  “Kools” 
and  I wanted  to  keep  them  fresh!” 


Anthology 

She:  “How  did  you  ever  learn  to 
kiss  so  divinely?” 

He:  (underline  one  desired):  “I 
used  to  blow  the  bugle  in  the  Boy 
Scouts.” 

I used  to  siphon  gas  from  tanks. 

Clucking  after  horses. 

Saying  “tsk,  tsk,”  after  hearing 
dirty  jokes. 

Making  a noise  like  Eddie  Cantor. 

Eating  peas  off  a knife. 

Drinking  gin  out  of  a jug. 
Ordering  “prunes”  for  breakfast. 

Blowing  smoke  rings. 

Spitting  between  my  teeth. 

Eating  caramels 

Eating  spaghetti  without  a fork. 

Swallowing  raw  eggs  (or  raw 
oysters.) 


“Who’s  going  to  win  the  Fifth  at  Belmont?” 
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The  Lehigh  Borr 


The  subject  of  lying  has  been  one  of  the  most  pop- 
ular for  discussion  ever  since  Eve  told  the  historical 
whopper  to  Adam.  The  very  closely  and  often  indestin- 
guishablv  related  practice  of  bragging  has  also  been 
brought  to  our  attention.  After  much  study  of  the  two 
Ye  Burro  has  come  to  the  startling  conclusion  that  ly- 
ing and  bragging  are  distinguished  as  follows: 

When  you  tell  of  how  you  successfully  played  a dif- 
ficult hand  of  bridge,  that’s  bragging;  but  when  you 
tell  of  the  cold  showers  you  take,  THAT’S  LYING! 


We  offer  you  as  the  height  of  absentmindedness  an 
incident  in  the  life  of  the  proverbial  professor.  As  he 
kissed  his  wife  goodnite,  she  remarked  of  a particularly 
dense  underbrush  which  he  bore  upon  his  chin.  Being  a 
dutifully  obedient  subject,  he  hastened  to  the  wash  room 
and  lathered  his  face  with  toothpaste.  Just  then  the 
telephone  rang.  He  found  it  was  the  wrong  number  and 
returned  to  his  task,  all  the  while  carrying  the  tube  of 
toothpaste  in  his  hand.  Upon  his  return  he  glanced  at 
the  contents  of  his  hand,  rinsed  out  his  mouth  and  went 
to  bed. 

Stooge:  Who  was  that  lady  I saw  you  with  last  nite 
on  Clark  Street? 

Stewed:  That  wasn’t  Clark  Street,  that  was  Second 
Street — near  the  railroad. 

• 

FRESHMAN  FABLES 

Didst  hear  of  the  freshman  last  year,  who,  upon 
coming  to  Bethlehem  last  year  put  all  of  his  money  in 
his  matress?  No  Rollo,  he  did  it  not  because  he  had 
heard  that  the  banks  were  not  safe.  He  put  his  money 
in  the  mattress  so  that  he  would  have  something  to  fall 
back  upon. 

* * * 

The  Betas  were  rushing  a prosperous  looking  pros- 
pect last  fall.  Wondering  at  his  prosperity,  they  asked 
him  what  the  rest  of  his  family  did.  “My  brother,”  he 
chirped,  “went  to  counterfeiting  school  in  Germany  last 
year.” 

“My,  quoth  brother  Jack,  “and  how  did  he  make 
out?” 

“Oh,  he  made  very  good  marks,”  floored  the  frosh. 


A QUESTIONNAIRE 

An  enterprising  correspondent  visited  the  various 
fraternities  inquiring  “Are  you  in  favor  of  a revision  of 
the  rushing  rules  and  a strict  enforcement  of  same?”  of 
the  brightest  looking  character  on  the  premises  (most 
frequently  one  of  the  freshmen)  who  was  found  easily 
enough  except  in  the  case  of  the  Sigma  Phi  Eppers 
where  we  found  that  particular  individual  dissecting  a 
grand  piano  to  get  the  wire  with  which  to  hang  pictures. 
We  herewith  print  for  you  some  of  the  replies.  A lack  of 
space,  a poor  memory,  and  a sense  of  discretion  ac- 
count for  the  others. 

CHI  PSI : Sorry,  we  don’t  give  interviews  to  the  press — • 

but  if  you  would  care  to  see  our  goldfish 

SIGMA  PHI:  Do  you  play  tennis? 

DELTA  TAL  DELTA:  Sure,  s’all  right  with  us,  we 
signed  up  all  our  freshmen  the  first  of  September. 
SIGMA  NU : M hat  rushing  rules? 

THETA  DELT : Nice  and  airy  up  here,  isn’t  it? 
SIGMA  PHI  EPSILON:  I dunno,  we’ll  have  to  ask 
our  faculty  advisor.  We  alius  seem  tub  git  the 
worst  of  these  here  political  combines. 

ALPHA  TAU  OMEGA:  Do  you  work  here? 

CHI  PHI:  Yes,  of  course. 


Rat  (knocking  at  senior's  door) : “You  told  me  to 
call  you  in  time  for  your  first  class,  but  I didn’t  wake 
up  myself.  It’s  ten  o’clock  now,  your  class  is  over,  and 
you  can  sleep  as  long  as  you  want.” 

• 

ROUND  ROBIN 

Eirst  Frosh — “I  heard  you  didn’t  have  a good  time 
with  your  blind  date  last  night.  M as  she  too  thin?” 

Second  Nut — “Naw,  just  the  opposite.  I couldn’t 
entertain  her  from  one  side,  so  I went  to  the  other,  and 
there  was  a senior  having  as  good  a time  as  I was.” 


There  is  nothing  so  prosaic 
As  a bit  of  Byzantine  mosaic. 

• 

/ could  knock  off  some  couplets 
About  the  Dionne  Quintuplets. 

• 

It  is  better  to  have  loved  and  lost  than  never  to  have 
loved,  et  al. 


September,  1934 


nine 


THE  SAGA  OF  ETHERIZED  BEER 


The  story  I write 

Is  by  right  quite  trite 

And  a Saga  of  Etherized  Beer. 

Now  a gal  named  Min 
Knew  of  no  sin 

Sace  a love  of  one  Ralph  McSneer. 

Now  Art  was  her  pal 

Arid  so  war  her  A l 

For  both  thought  she  was  a dear. 

Al  had  a heart 
So  did  her  Art 

Which  cried  out  to  have  her  near. 

But  Ralph  had  a heart 
Sharp  as  a dart 

And  he  thought  that  he  could  steer 

That  gal  called  Min 

Into  vice  and  sin 

By  whispering  love  in  her  ear 

Boor  Min  she  fell 

And  on  to  hell 

She  started  with  fiendish  McSneer. 

While  on  the  road 
With  a terrific  load 

They  stopped  at  a dive  for  some  beer. 

With  faster  pace 

There  followed  a race 

With  Art  and  Al  in  the  rear. 

Ralph  was  afraid 

They  would  come  to  her  aid , 

And  arose  unsteadily  to  leer 
Come  now  my  Min 
Let’s  off  ag’in 

Before  I go  out  on  my  ear. 

Min  too  was  tanked, 

( And  should  have  been  spanked) 

From  one  glass  of  etherized  beer. 

His  voice  was  gruff 
As  they  left  in  a huff. 

And  her  soul  was  nozc  full  of  fear. 

• 

TOURING  THE  CAMPUS 

Blase  senior  guide  to  frosh:  And  this,  young  men,  is 
the  stone  face  of  Washington. 

Wise  frosh:  Aw  it  looks  as  much  like  me  as  it  does 
Washington. 

Same  quick-witted  senior:  Well  you  bear  a strange  re- 
semblance to  the  old  general  at  that. 


Her  pals,  close  behind 
Arrived  to  find 

She’d  just  left  after  drinking  some  beer. 

They  each  had  one, 

Which  they  shouldn’t  have  done 

And  left  to  get  a scrime  named  McSneer. 

Way  off  in  the  dark 
They  saw  a spark 

The  tail-light  of  that  same  McSneer. 

They  pursued  the  light 

Far  into  the  night 

And  enffn  the  two  cars  drew  near. 

Jf’hen  Min  was  aware 

Hed  tzco  pals  were  there 

She  quite  gave  away  to  her  fear 

For  that  filthy  rat 

Drew  out  a gat 

And  let  fly  at  the  car  in  the  rear. 

The  drink  they  had  had. 

Had  ma  de  th  em  quite  mad. 

They  closed  in  without  any  fear. 

Soon  they  came 
{Long  live  their  fame) 

Alongside  the  car  of  McSneer. 

The  road  was  so  narrozc 

Not  even  a sparrozv 

Coud  squeeze  between  cars  so  near. 

Came  a bend  in  the  road, 

They  had  such  a load. 

Around  which  they  couldn’t  steer. 

A smash!  a flash! 

A heartrending  crash! 

A scream,  a smile,  a leer. 

Down  they  came 
And  burst  into  flame— 

Their  end  a fiery  bier. 

They  made  their  bed, 

They  lay  in  it  dead. 

Four  victims  of  Etherized  Beer. 

Social  Registerite:  Be  sure,  Mavbelle,  to  brush  your 
teeth  before  attending  the  party  tonite. 

Deb:  Aw  hell  ma,  it  will  be  dark  there  and  nobody 
will  see  ’em. 

Sane:  Aren’t  you  afraid  of  catching  tuberculosis  from 
your  brother? 

Insane:  Naw,  when  he’s  inside  I go  outside  to  breathe, 
and  when  he’s  outside,  I go  inside  to  breathe. 
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Keeping  Up  With  The  Times,  We 
Present  A Design  For  A Mural: 


Hilgy:  Watchagotnapachidge  ? 

Biggs:  Sabook. 

Higly:  Wassanaimuwitt  ? 

Biggs:  Sodickshunery  fullinaims.  Gonna  getta- 
poodledog  anagottagettanaimferim. 

• 

“Could  I interest  you  for  a trivial  monetary  consid- 
eration in  the  purchase  or  acquisition  of  an  amphibious 
fowl  of  the  family  anatidae,  a fowl  adapted  by  webbed 
pedantic  extremities  to  aquamarine  existence?” 

“In  other  words — Do  you  wanna  buy  a duck?” 


Brutus:  “How  many  cheese  sandwiches  did  you  eat, 
Caesar  ?” 

Caesar:  “Et  tu.  Brute.” 

• 

He — “I  have  a chance  for  the  basketball  team.” 

She — “Why — are  they  raffling  it  off?” 

• 

“So  you  had  a date  with  a college  guy?” 

“No,  I tore  my  dress  on  a nail.” 
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The  Burro’s  Greetings 

With  an  old  Next'  Deal,  some  new  Old  Baloney,  and  the  recent  Le- 
yton of  Decency  drive,  we  Burro-ers  have  hopes  of  selling  a few  good  clean 
Burrs.  If  you  have  a freshman  in  your  home  who  reads  the  Times,  objects 
to  ‘Ballyhoo,’  send  in  his  name  with  all  the  prickly  needles  of  one  good 
size  Burr,  carefully  selected  and  chemically  treated,  and  We’ll  introduce 
you  to  a friend  of  ours. 

BURRO  ON! 
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Hot  From  Hollywood 


“I  Went  to  High  School  with  Jean  Harlow” 

Who  would  have  ever  thought  during  those  halycon 
days  of  1807  back  in  East  Thumbscrew,  Miss.,  that 
tire  little  freckle-faced,  pigeon-toed,  buck-toothed,  (two 
more  like  that  and  we’ll  have  TIME,  the  newsmagazine, 
on  our  trail)  pest  who  sat  next  to  me  in  the  sixth  grade 
of  P.  S.  16 f was  some  day  to  scale  the  heights  and  be- 
come the  most  glamorous  of  Hollywood  film  stars?  Prob- 
ably no  one.  But  it  sounded  like  a good  proposition 
when  the  folks  from  this  sheet  came  around  and  at 
their  price  I’d  write  a novel  on  how  I shot  craps  with 
Poccasantas  behind  the  big  chief’s  tepee.  But  to  get  on 
with  the  story,  Irma — she  had  not  yet  changed  her  name 
to  Marie  Dressier — even  then  was  a tempestuous  little 
gamin.  When  promotion  time  came  the  teacher  decided 
to  keep  Irma  back  because  she  was  continually  coming 
to  class  in  low  cut  evening  gowns  and  that  was  the 
origin  of  the  game  backgammon.  The  teacher’s  name, 
incidentally,  was  Cora  La  Feathersby  which  was  later 
changed  to  Ruby  Keeler.  Hilda’s  father — she  had  by 
this  time  changed  her  name  again — was  the  doctor  they 
called  in  during  D.  W.  Griffith’s  “Birth  of  a Nation” 
but  he  later  moved  to  upper  New  York  state  where  he 
struck  up  a fast  friendship  with  the  famed  author,  Wash- 
ington Irving,  who  was  so  impressed  with  Doctor  Har- 
low’s indolence  that  lie  wrote  a story  around  him  — 
which  was  no  mean  feat  as  the  good  M.  D.  tipped  the 
scales  at  310 — and  called  it  “The  Headless  Horseman 
of  Sleepy  Harlow.”  It  lias  been  denied  that  the  horse- 
man was  Will  Hays.  At  this  point  came  the  way  (flour- 
ish of  trumpets)  and  little  Hetty,  flushed  with  visions 
of  gallant  cavalry  officers  in  fur-lined  capes  and  gold- 
braided  uniforms  (from  Brooks  Brothers)  dancing  the 
polka  or  the  shim  sham  shimmy  with  beautiful  Viennese 
bar  maids  neatli  thousands  of  lanterns,  a full  moon,  and 
Kate  Smith,  rushed  off  to  grab  herself  a balcony  from 
khieli  she  might  wave  the  flag.  Changing  her  name  to 
Barbara  Fritchie  now,  she  waited  in  this  balcony,  which 
unfortunately  was  not  air-cooled  like  the  one  at  the 
Paramount,  for  seven  long  years  before  the  war  came 
around  to  her  territory.  Seven  thousand  Heidelberg 
students,  waving  foaming  beer  mugs  (a  branch  of  the 
Dutch  Schultz  mob)  and  flaming  torches,  assembled 
ncarth  Jean’s  balcony  late  one  night  in  mid-December 
and  began  to  sing  “Love  Thy  Neighbor”  until  it  pretty 
near  drove  poor  Jean  right  out  of  her  head  so  she  went 
out  on  the  balcony  in  the  costume  she  wore  when  she 
posed  for  the  famous  painting,  “Whistler’s  Mother.” 
(Ed.  note — Jean  Harlow  was  not  really  Whistler’s 


mother  and  there  was  some  talk  at  the  time  that  Post- 
master General  Jim  Airmail  Folly  was  behind  the  whole 
thing  as  a publicity  stunt  for  the  Stamp  Collector’s 
Club  of  the  Sioux  Indians — otherwise  known  as  an  In- 
dian Club.)  She  began  to  address  her  followers  thusly: 
“My  friends — and  Republicans — we  are  gathered  here 
this  evening  to  discuss  among  11s  that  path  which  we 
must  follow  in  order  to  reach  a more  perfect  union,  a 
‘planned  economy”  if  you  will.  We  must  put  our  should- 
ers to  the  wheel — “but  at  that  moment  a torv  in  the 
crowd  (rumored  to  be  Clark  Gable)  threw  a beer  bottle 
and  the  war  was  on  again  with  greater  fury  than  before. 
Up  stepped  a bewhiskered  drum  major,  a microphone 
in  one  hand  and  three  no  trump  in  the  other,  who  shout- 
ed, ‘Who  touches  a hair  of  yon  platinum  blonde  head 
gets  a five  year  contract  with  Merto-Goldwyn-Mayer !’ 
A cheer  burst  forth  from  the  multitude  and  it  became 
evident  that  the  Brooklyn  Dodgers  had  at  last  won  a 
ball  game.  So,  between  Garbo,  Zaz'u  Pitts,  Irene  Dunne, 
Connie  Bennett,  Norma  Shearer,  Marion  Davies,  and 
the  other  three  Marx  Brothers.  Marion  Davies,  inci- 
dentally, was  not  the  one  seen  at  the  fights  the  other 
night  with  Wallace  Beery  but  it  was  Kathryn  Hepburn, 
who,  until  the  present,  was  consoling  herself  from  her 
break  with  W.  C.  Fields  by  going  the  rounds  with  Rob- 
ert Montgomery,  who,  in  turn,  has  taken  Polly  Moran 
away  from  Boris  Karloff,  who  cares  for  Kay  Francis, 
who  was  seen  dancing  with  Jackie  Cooper  at  the  Cocoa- 
nut  Grove  the  other  night.  Tom  Mix  sticks  to  his  horse 
and  how’ve  you  been? 

* * * 

In  her  latest  picture,  “Queen  Christiana,”  Greta 
Garbo  years  a twelve-ton  evening  gown  made  entirely 
of  brass  NRA  insignias,  which  were  manufactured  in 
three  and  a half  minutes  all  under  glass  at  the  last  Pan- 
American  Exhibition  in  San  Francisco.  Nicholas  Mur- 
ray Butler  pressed  a button  in  New  York  which  released 
30  pink  skyrockets  in  Hollywood  as  a signal  for  Miss 
Garbo  to  don  the  costume  and  the  dress  to  be  lifted  by 
a derrick  manned  by  twelve  Spanish-American  War  vet- 
erans. All  this  is  by  way  of  celebrating  “Sweep-Out-the- 
Umbrella-Stand-Week.” 

Believe  it  or  not  but  when  Gary  Cooper  arrived  in 
New  York  on  the  S.  S.  Carioca  he  absolutely  refused  to 
pose  for  photographers  seated  on  the  rail  with  his  legs 
crossed. 
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A HORRID  WORD 


They  were  home  for  Christmas, 
and  coming  from  different  colleges, 
they  had  quite  a lot  to  talk  over. 
Finally  the  conversation  swung  into 
the  inevitable  discussion  of  the  rela- 
tive merits  of  the  girls  they  had  met. 
Waxing  eloquent,  the  first  stated  that 
his  girl  was  only  refined,  but  very 
well  educated.  As  proof,  he  exhibit- 
ed her  last  letter. 

The  second  read  the  letter  and 
then  pondered  for  a few  moments. 
“Well,”  he  said,  “there’s  no  doubt 
that  she’s  refined,  but  I don’t  think 
she’s  so  well  educated.  Why  over 
here  on  the  last  page  she  spells  spit 
with  two  t’s.” 


REVELATION 

She  was  waiting  in  the  bath  house 
When  he  came  in  from  the  lake; 

Her  hair  and  nothing  else  concealed  her  charms. 

And  she  hid  from  him  no  secrets 
As  she  turned  to  meet  his  gaze. 

Rut  gave  her  snow  white  body  to  his  arms. 

With  rising  passion  he  asked 
Of  her  an  extra  special  favor. 

She  turned  as  though  she  thought  she  hadn’t  better; 
Then,  giving  in,  she  licked  his  hand 
And  wagged  her  pretty  tail — 

For  Nellie  was  his  precious  English  setter. 


HIM  WHAT  KNOWS 

A taxi  driver  charged  with  using  violent  language 
protested  that  the  complainant,  a woman,  was  “no  lady.” 

“Indeed,”  said  the  magistrate,  “I  wonder  if  you  know 
a lady  when  you  see  one.” 

“Of  course,  I do,”  answered  the  driver  indignantly. 
“Why,  only  the  other  day  I saw  one.  She  gave  me  a 
dollar  for  a quarter  fare  and  walked  away.  I says,  ‘Hey, 

mam,  what  about  your  change?’  ‘Don’t  be  a d fool,’ 

says  she,  ‘keep  it  and  get  drunk  enough  to  kiss  your 
mother-in-law.’  Now,”  he  ended  triumphantly,  “that’s 
what  I calls  a real  lady.” 


NO  CHOICE 

Old  Lady:  “Are  you  a little  boy 

or  a little  girl?” 

Child:  “Sure.  What  the  hell  else 
could  I be?” 


A CKNO  WEED  GEM  ENT 
The  Burr  wishes  to  acknowl- 
edge credit  to  the  following 
publications  for  the  reprinted 
jokes  appearing  between  the 
advertisements:  Pelican,  Tiger, 
Ski-V  Mali,  Punch  Bowl, Froth, 
Jester,  Rammer-Jammer,  and 
others. 


“I  didn’t  recognize  you  without 
a cigarette.” 
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WAR  IS  HELL 


A One-Act  Fray 

( What  this  generation  needs  is  a 
new  humor.  What  humor  needs  is  a 
regeneration.  What  do  you  think  xve 
need? — Authors.) 

PROLOGUE 
you  do  left  face 
i’ll  do  right  face 

when  the  captain  says  about  face, 
that’s  the  way  to  show  those  louses 
we’re  not  timid  little  mouses ; 
when  the  captain  says  about  face 
i 1 1 1 do  right  face, 
you  do  left  face. 

Scene  is  laid  on  Hilgard  Field  dur- 
ing the  review  for  the  Honorary  Col- 
onel of  the  Military  Ball,  a buxom 
wench  (The  Colonel).  Far  in  the 
rear  completely  isolated  from  the 
Battalions,  is  a lone  squad.  Its  mem- 
bers are  exiled  for  conduct  unbecom- 
ing either  a gentleman  or  a soldier. 
Three  are  drunk,  one  has  no  rifle, 
one  has  brought  his  knitting,  two  are 
singing  excerpts  from  “Faust,”  and 
the  Corporal  is  stark  naked. 

Corporal  (to  man  without  rifle) : 
Say,  you  haven’t  a rifle,  have  you, 
old  man? 

M.  W.  R.:  No.  (Begins  to  weep 
bitter  tears.) 

C’orp : There,  there ! You  can  have 
mine. 

All  (enthusiastically) : Here  take 
mine!  (They  stack  rifles  on  him.) 

M.  W.  R.:  Oh,  thank  you!  Thank 
you!!  (Begins  pulling  triggers  in  a 
wild  frenzy  of  delight.) 

Corp.  (to  squad):  Boys,  look  at 
him  pulling  triggers  in  a wild  frenzy 
of  delight ! 

Captain  (from  distance):  Shut  up, 
you  guys ! 

Corp:  Shut  up,  you  guys! 

M an  With  Knitting:  I’ve  forgot- 
ten, do  you  drop  three  and  knit  two 
or  drop  two  and  knit  three? 

Corp:  Drop  out  of  line  and  but- 
ton your  pants ! 

M.  W.  K.:  I have  no  buttons.  (Be- 
gins to  cry.) 


Or  Smoke  Gets  in  Our  Eyes 

All  (enthusiastically) : Here,  you 
can  have  ours ! 

(They  deluge  him  with  buttons. 
Big  buttons,  little  buttons,  cloth  but- 
tons, rubber  buttons,  and  one  saying, 
“He  kept  us  out  of  war.” 

First  Lieutenant  (from  distance): 
Shut  up,  you  guys  ! 

Corp:  Shut  up,  you  guys! 

(First  drunk  opens  a box  of 
Cracker- Jack.) 

Second  Drunk:  Didja  getta  prize? 

First  Drunk:  Yup!  A piano! 

(He  sits  down  and  strikes  a 
chord.) 

Chord:  Y o u damned  bully! 
(Strikes  back.  This  starts  a Free- 
for-All.) 

Corp:  Dog-Pile! 

Third  Drunk:  Baltimore! 

Corp:  Mho’s  your  friend? 

(All  yell,  “The  Honorary  Colonel” 
except  the  second  drunk  who  is  in  no 
mood  for  games,  and  anyway  lie’s 
passed  out.) 

Major:  Where  in  hell  is  all  the 
noise  coming  from? 

Corp:  Where  in  the  hell  is  all  the 
noise  coming  from? 

Squad : Ain’t  nobody  but  us  chick- 
ens, boss ! 


(Major  approaches  in  a storm  of 
indignation.  Storm  breaks  and  the 
squad  gets  wet.  Major  stops  in 
amazement.) 

Major:  Why  Corporal,  you’re 

stark  naked ! 

Corp.  (looking  down)  : Well,  I’ll 
be  damned ! 

Squad : Shut  up,  you  guys  ! 

First  Singer:  Look,  I can  write 
my  name  in  the  dust  on  this  piano. 

Second  Singer:  Oh,  you  and  your 
damned  book  lamin’ ! 

(Write  his  FATHER’S  name  on 
the  piano.) 

Piano:  When  you  guys  get  through 
just  let  me  know! 

Man  With  Knitting  (Throwing 
down  needles  and  shaking  with  ex- 
citement) : Lookee  ! Look  what  I did  ! 
(He  unfurls  a tremendous  American 
Hag  which  catches  in  the  breeze  and 
settles  over  the  field  like  a cloud.) 

Flag:  Boy,  I feel  just  like  a cloud! 

Major,  Colonel,  First  Sergeant, 
Second  Lieutenant:  Shut  up,  you 

guys ! 

Corp. : Shut  up,  you  guys ! 

Squad  (very  meekly)  : SHUT  UP 
YOURSELVES  ! ! 

(Black  out) 

— Pelican 
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From  the  very  erudite  Princeton  Tiger,  we  reprint  the  following: 


Four  Faints  in  Th  ree  Lines 


(A  Poem 

(Editor’s  Note:  The  Shakespearean  English  profes- 
sor icho  wrote  this  little  ditty  prefers  to  remain  anony- 
mous. Put  on  your  raincoats,  boys.) 

a hippopotamus  perched  on  a lilac  spray 
perched  so  gav,  nosegay 
lurched  away  astray  in  play 
on  the  lilac  spray 
a hot-constrictor  fluttered  above 
uttered  Sicilian  lays  of  love 
to  the  hippo  perched  on  the  lilac  spray 
a shell  shocked  soldier  shot  the  hippopotamus 
his  blood  in  flood 

the  multitudinous  seas  incarnadined 

making  the  green 

one  red  white  and  blue 

the  stars  and  stripes  forever 
i sing  you  sing  they  sing  sing  sing 
o say  can  you  see  the  striped  zebra  run 
did  you  make  your  getaway  with  a gun 
i did  it  with  my  wooden  pistol 
budding  shoots 

anthers 

pistils 

swinging  anthers  singing  anthems 
ring  around  a rosy 
pistils  in  a posy 

play  on  the  piccolo  sing  sing  anthems 
picaresque  anthems  under  a sycamore  tree 
dancing  zebra  prancing  zebra 
waves  in  the  flood  of  the  blood  of  the  shot 
hippopotamus  snorting 
liberty 

wave  the  tricolor 
over  the  sycamore 
tree 

dead  he  lies  on  the  grass  alas 
alas  alas  alasso 
paint  him  picasso 
lasso  the  zebra  and  lasso  a mad 
madagascar  lascar 

paint  him  wild  eyed  astride  the  striped  zebra 
puff-cheeked  blowing  the  piccolo 
his  toes  dabbled  in  the  blood  of  the  shot 
hippopotamus 

atta  boy 
whatta  man 


to  Be  Danced) 

whatta  pictures  picasso 
listen  to  the  picture  hear  the  striped  music 
hear  the  mellow  din  of  the  mad  lascar’s  yellow  skin 
listen  to  the  tune 
of  the  full  bassoon 

if  it  isn’t  a zebra  what  is  it 
of  the  zebra’s  glistening  buttocks 
perhaps  it  is  algebra 
perhaps  an  Einstein  equation 
a slick  trick  of  equitation 
gertrude  stein  lassoed  a herd  of  words 
now  ride  astride  the  herd  of  her  words 
ride  the  wordy  hurdy-gurdy 
toasted  Susie  is  my  ice-cream 
(tiekly  Prue  is  my  pretzel) 
me  for  a 

two-eyed  blue-eyed  little  nicked  clam 
me  for  the 

cloistered  nudity  of  a sinless  chincoteague  oyster 
still  unravished  (sudden  too  suddenly) 
round  and  around  and  around 
ride  the  hurdy-gurdy 
stein,  stone,  heim,  home 
mad,  glad 
till  gertrude’s  tin  lizzie 
turn  gladstone  to  dizzy 
and  whitehead  her  hero 
bobs  up  as  nero 

alack  alack  when  white  is  black 
four  and  twenty  blackbirds 
baked  in  a pie 

isn’t  that  a dainty  dish  to  set 
before  a whitehead  now 
how  now 

Frau,  fraulein  Stein,  coy  gertrude  stein 
how  did  you  do  it  Troja  fuit 
did  you  not  urge  ill 
your  musical  virgil 
o jerum,  jerum,  jerum 
sunt  lachrymae  rerum 
the  sense  is  non-essential 
the  touch  of  tears  tangential 
your  rime  moderne  no  grecian  urn 
but  a bath  tub  brimming  with  swimming 
tepid  words  floating  intrepid 
they  float 

words  adrift,  boats  afloat 
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tov  boats  joy  boats  coy  boats 
without  rudder  or  sail 
bail  out  the  boats 
they  boat  in  the  music  of  virgil 
do  they  make  you  sick  me  sick  sea  sick  music 
four  saints  in  three  acts 
five  wars  in  ten  peace  pacts 
the  bandwagon’s  a hearse 
moby  dick  in  reverse 


melville’s  white  whale  was  the  devil 
gertrude’s  blackamoors  are  saints 
all  your  white  is  paint  alack 
and  your  only  saints  are  black 
in  the  beginning  was  the  word 
and  the  word  was  held  divine 
but  another  word  was  heard 
now  the  word  is  gertrude  stein. 


JUST  A PLEDGE 
Prof:  “Mr.  Jones,  I hate  to  tell 
you  this,  but  your  son  is  a moron.’’ 
Jones:  “Where  is  he?  I’ll  teach 
that  young  man  to  join  a fraternity 
without  consulting  me  first !” 


“Hey,  whereinhell’s  that  chicken 
I ordered  an  hour  ago?” 

“It’ll  be  along  soon,  sir  • — the 
cook  hasn’t  killed  it  yet,  but  she’s 
getting  in  some  nasty  blows.” 


Mother:  Son,  what  do  you  wish 
to  be  when  you  grow  up  ? 

S o n,  reading  Ballyhoo : A 

plumber  ! 
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K.O.’D\  BEFORE  HE 

( ?ScN^  I A 


STAGE-FRIGHT?  No,  sir.  Dirty 
work  in  the  dressing  room?  No, 
sir.  Two  or  three  whiffs  of  that  over- 
stale pipe  and  heavyweight  tobacco  did 
what  fifty-seven  opponents  couldn  t 
do  . . . floored  him! 

A good  pipe,  like  a good  athlete, 
should  be  kept  in  good  condition.  A 
few  moments’  daily  exercise  with  a 
pipe  cleaner  and  a steady  diet  of  mild, 
gentle  Sir  Walter  Raleigh  Smoking 
Tobacco  will  keep  any  man’s  briar 
right  in  the  very  pink.  We  think  we  ve 
found  a milder  combination  of  fra- 
grant Kentucky  Burleys.  We  think 
we’ve  discovered  a cooler,  slower- 
burning  blend.  A large  and  growing 
army  of  contented  pipe-smokers  think 
so,  too.  Try  one  tin  of  Sir  Walter  and 
see  what  you  think  I 

Brown  & Williamson  Tobacco  Corporation 
Louisville,  Kentucky.  Dept.  W-410. 
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It  ’s  1 5 AND  IT’S  MILDER 


He:  “The  doctor  says  I’ll  have  to 
cut  out  smoking.  One  lung’s  nearly 
gone.” 

She : “Couldn’t  you  have  held  out 
a little  longer  until  we  got  enough 
coupons  to  get  a new  rug?” 

• 

“Do  they  make  false  eyes  out  of 
glass  ?” 

“Certainly.  How  else  could  you 
see  through  them?” 

• 

“Help  me  get  a policeman.  I've 
been  robbed !” 

“All  right,  which  way  did  the  po- 
liceman go?” 


• 

He:  “Hello,  baby.” 

She:  “I’ll  have  you  know  I’m  no- 
body’s baby.” 

He:  “Well,  wouldn’t  you  feel  like 
hell  at  a family  reunion?” 


AVaitress  (looking  at  nickel  tip 
left  by  a close  guest)  : “What’re  ya 
trvin’  to  do — seduce  me?” 

• 

Slight  Get  Found  Yet 
Santa  Claus  is  the  only  one  I know 
of  that  can  run  around  with  a bag 
all  night  and  not  get  talked  about. 


Then  there  was  the  girl  who  had 
her  boy  friend  take  another  quarter 
of  Freshman  English.  But  it  never 
helped  him;  he  continued  to  end  his 
sentences  with  a proposition. 


Why  didn’t  you  catch  that  guy? 
You  had  bloodhounds  ! 

AArell,  could  I help  it  if  lie  was 
anemic  ? 


The  duke  of  Yorke 

Removed  the  cork 

And  tilted  up  the  flagon. 

The  label  read 

Trevedentscherreinerweusccuch- 

engenachte 

So  now  lie’s  on  the  wagon. 

• 

A bewildered  man  entered  a 
ladies’  specialty  shop.  “I  want  a 
corset  for  my  wife,”  he  said. 

“AAJiat  bust?”  asked  the  clerk. 

“Nothin’.  They  just  wore  out.” 

• 

Girls  without  morals 
Win  all  the  laurels. 

• 

Guide:  On  our  right  we  have  the 
palatial  home  of  Mr.  Gould. 

Old  Lady:  John  Jay  Gould? 

Guide:  No,  Arthur  Gould.  And 
on  the  left  is  the  residence  of  Mr. 
Aanderbilt. 

Old  Lady:  Cornelius  Vanderbilt? 

Guide:  No,  Reginald  A'anderbilt. 
And  in  front  is  the  First  Church  of 
Christ.  (To  Old  Lady)  : Now’s  your 
chance. 

• 

LIGHT  O’  LOVE 

Her  Let’s  turn  out  the  lights  and 
do  a little  necking. 

She:  Oh,  no,  let’s  do  a little  neck- 
ing, and  then  turn  out  the  lights. 


J.  A.  Trimble  Co. 
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“I  wonder  why  Alice  always  gives 
me  the  same  old  stall?” 

“Probably  because  you’re  the 
same  old  jackass.” 

• 

He:  How  is  it  your  lipstick  is  red- 
der after  I kiss  you  than  before? 

She:  That’s  not  lipstick,  mister — 
that’s  blood ! 

• 

One  of  the  better  comebacks  of 
the  season  is  credited  to  a hobo  who 
approached  a certain  doctor  with  a 
plea  for  a bite  to  eat.  The  gentleman 
of  the  road  even  went  so  far  as  to 
offer  his  services  to  the  doctor  in  re- 
turn. 

“But  what  on  earth,”  queried  the 
doctor,  “could  you  do  for  me?” 

“Well,”  snapped  the  bum,  “I 
could  dig  graves.” 

• 

A college  professor  had  checked 
out  of  his  hotel  and  before  getting 
more  than  a few  blocks  away  realiz- 
ed that  he  had  left  his  umbrella.  Re- 
turning to  tlie  hotel  and  approaching 
the  room  he  had  just  vacated,  he 
learned  that  a newly-wedded  couple 
had  taken  the  room. 

They  were  in  that  baby  talking 
stage,  and  as  the  professor  peeked 
through  the  keyhole,  he  saw  the 
groom  kiss  the  bride’s  tiny  mouth, 
and  heard  him  say : 

“Whose  ’ittle  mouth  is  that?” 

“Yours,”  she  cooed. 

“And  whose  ’ittle  nose?”  he  con- 
tinued. 


“Yours,  darling,” 

she  assured 

him. 

“And  those  ’ittle 

hands?”  he 

asked,  kissing  them. 

“Yours,  of  course, 

dearest,”  she 

replied. 

Listen  here,  young  fellow,” 

called  the  impatient  professor, 

through  the  transom. 

“when  you 

come  to  an  umbrella,  its  mine.” 


BELIEVE  IT  OR  NOT 
Son:  Ma,  what’s  the  idea  of 

makiri’  me  sleep  up  here  every  night? 

Mother:  Hush,  Bobby,  you  only 
have  to  sleep  on  the  mantel-piece 
two  more  weeks  and  then  your  pic- 
ture will  he  in  a Believe  It  or  Not 
Cartoon. 


Editor:  “Did  you  ever  write  any- 
thing before?” 

Authoress:  “Oh,  yes,  I wrote  a 
confession  story  once.” 

Editor:  “Did  the  editor  send  it 
hack  ?” 

Authoress:  “No,  he  came  all  the 
way  from  New  York  to  California  to 
meet  me.” 

• 

“I  got  me  leg  broke  in  two 
places.” 

“Well  stay  outta  them  places.” 

• 

He:  “I’m  from  Bermuda.” 

She:  “Yeah,  you  look  big  and 
strong.” 

• 

“Officer,  come  quickly,  I’ve  just 
knocked  down  a student!” 

“Sorry,  lady,  but  today’s  Sunday 
a nd  you  can’t  collect  your  bounty 
until  tomorrow  morning.” 


Customer — “Have  you  any  wild 
duck  ?” 

Waiter — “No  sir,  but  we  can  take 
a tame  one  and  irritate  him  for  you.” 

“Can  you  define  nonsense?” 
“Yeh,  an  elephant  hanging  over  a 
cliff  with  his  tail  tied  to  a daisy.” 

There  was  a young  girl  in  Madrid 
Who  said,  “No,  I don’t”  but  she  did. 
So  need  I explain. 

Why,  whenever  in  Spain 
A party  teas  throten,  she  was  bid? 

• 

LOVE  SONG  OE  A DENTIST 
Beyond  the  cavities  of  doubt, 

Beyond  the  dull  ache  of  despair, 

I know  the  truth,  and  it  must  out: 

1 love  you,  dear — 1 find  you  fair. 

There  are  no  gaps  I cannot  bridge, 
No  yearning  voids  I cannot  fill. 
If  you  bestow  the  privilege 

Of  your  sweet  smile — oh > say  you 
will! 

I gas-p  for  you  — don’t  make  me 
wait! 

1 swear  I’ll  cause  you  no  distress, 
And  you  shall  have  a golden  plate  . 
Open  your  mouth,  please  — and 
say  yes! 


NOT  EAR  ENOUGH 
He  was  always  sleeping  in  class. 
There  he  sat,  in  the  front  row,  with 
his  eyes  closed  and  his  mouth  open, 
from  one  end  of  the  hour  to  the  oth- 
er. At  last  the  professor  could  stand 
it  no  longer.  One  day,  when  the 
discussion  had  been  particularly  in- 
tricate, he  stopped  in  the  middle  of 
his  lecture  and  said: 

“Gentlemen,  we  have  been  work- 
ing on  the  hardest  problems  in  this 
course  and  there  sits  the  man  who 
needs  it  most,  asleep  !” 

The  student  gently  opened  one 
eye  and  whispered  so  that  all  might 
hear,  “I  wish  to  God  I were.” 
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UNIMPRESSED 

/ THE  GEOLOGICAL 
'FORMATIONS  IN  THE 
CAMBRIAN  ERA  HAVE  BEEI 
DIVIDED  INTO  THE  THREI 
SEPARATE  SERIES 
CALLED  THE  LOWER 
CAMBRIAN , THE  MIDDLE 
ETC.,  ETC. - 


MORE  UNIMPRESSED 

THE  ORDOVICIAN  PERIOD? 
SOMETIME5  CALLED  THE  LOWER 
SILURIAN— PERIOD, WAS  THE 

PERIOD  OF ETC. 

AND  SO  ON.S’HELP 
YOU 


$ 

fc. 
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^THE  CAMBRIAN  PERIODll  THE  ORDOVICIAN 


STILL  MORE  UNIMPRESSED 


the  Silurian  period 


AFTER  EVERY  CLASS 


IT  RINGS  THE  BELL! 


lHERE’S  A MIGHTY  GOOD  REASON  why  Prince  Albert 
Smoking  Tobacco  is  an  outstanding  favorite  among  college  men  — it 
never  "bites”  the  tongue.  Years  ago  the  makers  of  Prince  Albert  dis- 
covered a process  for  removing  all  the  "bite”  from  every  bit  of  P.  A. 
That’s  why  it’s  the  mildest,  mellowest,  richest  smoke  you  ever  had.  You 
will  never  know  how  good  a pipe  can  taste  ’til  you  try  Prince  Albert. 

hiNGE  Albert 


5 anders  Reinhardt 

o Co.Inc. 

Photo  - Engravers 


"THOUGHT  SKILL  AND 
1 CRAFTSMANSHIP  OF 
A HIGH  ORDER  ARE  DE- 
VOTED  TO  THE  MAKING 
OF  OUR  PRINTING  PLATES 


7//  dCinc/en  Sf/vet 
Sbe/T  Pfione  - 2<f  s93 


AIXENTOWN.  PENN  A. 


< 


( 


“I’d  like  to  buy  a pair  of  garters.” 

“Single  or  double  grip?” 

“Doesnt’  matter.  I want  to  make  a sling  shot.” 


Papa:  “What  was  your  college  average  last  year, 
son  ?” 

Son:  “The  best  in  my  fraternity,  father.” 

P.:  Pleased,  “And  what  was  that?” 

S.:  Proud,  “Seven  dates  per  week,  and  no  woman 
twice !” 


Recently  a G.  E.  representative  came  to  interview 
some  members  of  the  electrical  department.  His  first 
question  to  one  of  the  budding  engineers  was,  “Do  you 
drink?”  His  answer  was,  “Let’s  talk  about  the  job 
first.” 


Our  dear  Doctor  Neil  Carothers 
II  is  Economics  students  smothers 
With  his  elongated  vociferations. 
But  an  antidote  from  snoozing 
And  something  also  quite  amusing 
Are  his  labial  gyrations. 


Arbogast  & Bastian  Co. 

MEATS  and  Provisions 

U.  S.  GOVERNMENT  INSPECTION 
ALLENTOWN,  PA. 


Safeguard  Your  Health 
USE 

MOWRER’S  MILK 


Phone  2687 
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THOUGHTS  IN  CLASS 

A two  hour  class  is  a boring  thing. 

It  all  gets  very  bad. 

I sit  and  wish  the  chimes  would  ring 
And  think  I’m  going  mad! 

The  class  just  writes  and  falls  asleep 
(I  wish  that  I could  too). 

But  damn  it  all,  so  hard’s  my  seat 
That  strife  begins  anew. 

Would  I feel  worse  to  stay  awake 
Or  flee  to  Morpheus’  arms? 

The  flies  buzz  around:  A bite  they  make 
To  prove  they  have  their  charms. 

I he  sun  is  hot  and  makes  me  roast 
The  wind  blows  up  my  hair. 

But,  oh,  dear  God!  A “B”  I’d  boast 
If  all  my  nerves  would  wear. 

I m scared  to  death  I 11  lose  my  mind 
And  that  would  be  quite  sad. 

I wish  to  Hell  they’d  ring  that  chime — 

I think — I’m  going — mad! 


ELECTRIC 
LAUNDRY  CO. 

PHONE  36 

If  e Use  Ivory  Soap 
Exclusively 


E.  P.  WILBUR  TURST  CO. 

Fourth  Street  and  Broadway 

Bethlehem,  Pa. 

• 

OFFICERS 

D.  H.  BRILLHART 

WALTER  S.  HOKE... 

C.  H.  GREEN 

DUDLEY  C.  HYMAN 

Secretary  and  Treasurer 

C.  A.  BRAMWELL,  Jr 

Ass’t  Sec.  Treas. 

E.  I).  MILL 

W.  J.  TOOHEY 

Trust  Officer 

W.  H.  FELKER 

B.  C.  HOFFNER 

Ass’t  Trust  Officer 

HERBERT  J.  HARTZOG.. 

Counsel 

People’s  Branch 
Fourth  and  New  Streets 

West  Side  Office 
606  West  Broad  Street 

Exclusively 

“SILVERBROOK” 

COAL 

PHONE  1700 

Artificial  Ice  Co. 

Second  and  New  Streets 


REBER-KORN  CO. 

HEATING  and  VENTILATING 
AIR  - CONDITIONING 

Allentown,  Pa. 
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CAMPUS  NOTES 


Oh,  fair  coed,  with  your  cigarette, 

I have  no  wish  your  pose  to  blame; 

You  think  you  are  a bold  grisette; 

You’re  just  a child  that  plays  a game. 

Heredity  is  all  the  bunk. 

And  yet  no  charm  can  set  me  free; 

For  my  inheritance  is  hunk — 

Dad’s  was  the  wrong  fraternity. 

The  freshman  finds  a welcoming  hand, 

The  senior  meets  an  open  door; 

But  there’s  no  friend  in  all  the  world 
Jf'ho  cares  about  a sophomore ? 

I claim  a fellow  should  be  true 
To  all  his  summertime  romances ; 

Yet,  can  that  little  frosh  in  blue 
Be  dated  for  the  pledges’  dances? 

H eavens ! My  husband!  Quick,  act  like  a burglar!” 


Drawing  Supplies  and 
Looseleaf  Supplies 

College  Seal  Stationery 
College  Seal  Jewelry 
Monogramed  Stationery 

Lehigh  Stationery  Co. 

A Complete  Line  of  Office  and  School  Supplies 
14  W.  Fourth  Street  Phone  1284 
Bethlehem,  Pa. 


Hafner  Meat  Co. 

PHONE  1869 

5 Points  Fruit  Market 

PHONE  3621 

SPECIAL  RATES  TO  FRATERNITIES 


GUARANTEED 

DRY 

CLEANING 


The  Allen  Laundry 


KOCH  BROTHERS 

CENTRE  SQUARE  ALLENTOWN 

CLOTHINC  and  FURNISHINGS 

which  constantly  reflect 
t h e style  tendencies  o f 

The  College  Man 


The  First  National  Bank  and 
Trust  Company  of  Bethlehem 


Bethlehem,  Penna. 


Oldest  Bank  in  Bethlehem 

Organized  1863 


S.  TAYLOR,  President,  and  Trust  Officer 
R.  P.  HUTCHINSON,  Vice-President 
M.  EDW.  FULMER,  Asst,  to  Pres. 

JESSE  M.  IIODDER,  Cashier 

CHAS.  A.  SERMAN,  Asst.  Cashier 
R.  R.  STRAUSBURG,  Credit  Mgr. 


Member  of  Federal  Reserve  System 
and 

Federal  Deposit  Insurance  Corp. 
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FOR  STUDENT  EFFICIENCY 


and  ECONOMY 

USE  A 

REMINGTON 

PORTABLE 

AGENTS: 

M.  H,  Baxter,  Sigma  Nu 
S.  B.  Whitney,  Phi  Sigma  Kappa 


I THANK  YOU  — 
I thank  you  ever  so  much— but  I couldn’t 
even  think  about  smoking  a cigarette.” 

"Well,  I UNDERSTAND, 
but  they  are  so  mild  and  taste  so  good 
that  I thought  you  might  not  mind  trying 
one  while  we  are  riding  along  out  here.” 


© 1934,  Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co. 


